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To the right heirship of your majesty
Who bide on our south border, when their guns
From Berwick hailed you passing hither, and made
The loud-mouthed crags cry to their batteries back,
And tell the sundering Tweed and all green hills,
And all the clamorous concourse of the sea,
The name that had the lordship of both lands
In heritage to bind them fast in one.
There heart and tongue outspake of the true north
That for his caitiff sake should not be moved
Nor alter from its faith though he were cast,
With haltered throat or millstone round his neck,
From a queen's bed into the naked sea.

Maitland.    Madam, we are here for service of your

grace,

Chief of your council and nobility:
We shall find mean whereby without wrong done
To your son's title, you shall well be quit
Of your ill-minded husband; and albeit
My lord of Murray present here be one
As scrupulous of his faith a Protestant
As is your grace a Papist, he will look
As through his fingers on the work we do
And say no word, I am well assured, of all
His eye may wink on.

Queen.                        Nay, I cannot tell;

I would not have mine honour touched, nor buy
My peace with hurt of conscience ; being so wise
As silence proves you or as speech proclaims,
Ye shall do well to let this be; perchance